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70 THE CAMBRO-BRITON. 

•re persons in Wales, even now, who can recite from memory some hun- 
dreds of these stanzas, and can thus accompany the harp, as they fre- 
quently do, through all the transitions and varieties of its tunes, with a 
wonderful accuracy *. It is through this practice that so many of these 
exquisite effusions have outlived, for centuries, the destructive power of 
Time. Some curious particulars on this subject may be seen in Mr. 
X. Jones's " Kelics of the Bards," p. 60 et seq,] *#* 



ENGLISH POETRY. 

TRANSLATIONS OF THE PENNILLION. 

vm. 
How fair in form, in sound how sweet 

The harp I late was slighting ; 
It seems a vocal grove, so meet 

The charms 'tis thus uniting : 
And soon the very birds will greet 

Its boughs, with song delighting f- 

IX. 

O'er the seas hath flown my heart, 
O'er the seas my sighs depart ; 
And o'er the seas must she be sought , 
Who lives yet always in my thought. 

x. 
Welcome spring's all genial power, 

Welcome too the cuckoo's % song : 
Welcome (Aen the jocund hour, 

As friends in converse stroll along. 

XI. 

To point to Snowdon's peak sublime 
Is easy, — but not so to climb : 

* The custom here noticed was at one time very general : but Sectarianism, 
in its gloomy progress, has even encroached on the territory of the Muses. 
And the periodical meetings, which were once held for the purpose of sing- 
ing with the harp, have been discontinued, as inconsistent with the pious no- 
tions of the Dissenters.— Ed. 

f A trivial variation from the original will be perceptible to the Welsh 
reader in this translation, and especially in the last couplet. Yet it is 
hoped, the sense is preserved in a manner more suitable with English ideas, 
and the character of the language. — En. 

t The Cuckoo appears to have been in great favour with the Bards, and 
especially the more antient. Llywarch Hen has a pretty long poem ad- 
dressed to the " Cuckoo of the Vale of Cuawg.' — En. 
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Alike for him, who knows no pain, 
To bid the sick man smile again. 

XII. 

Place on my breast, if still you doubt, 

Your hand, but no rough pressure making, 

And, if you listen, you'll find out, 

How throbs a little heart when breaking. 

XIII. 

As late I roara'd in silent gloom, 

By all the church-yard's dead surrounded, 
By chance I struck my dear-one's tomb, 

And, oh, my heart sunk all confounded. 

XIV. 

Fierce storms at sea, the sun far-flying, 
Brown rocks o'er woodless deserts lying, 
And screaming gulls where men should be, 
Heaven ! what disheartening misery. 

xv. 
Then break, my heart, if thou must break J 
Why thus the pang so Iing'ring make, 
By little and by little going, 
As thawing ice down mountains flowing ? 

XVI. 

Many an apple will you find 

In hue and bloom so cheating, 
That, search what grows beneath its rind, 

It is not worth your eating. 
Ere closes summer's sultry hour, 
This fruit will be the first to sour. 



WALES. 

CAMBRIAN SOCIETY.— At this season of peril, when the 
signal of revolution is sounded over the land, and sedition and 
infidelity, treason and atheism stalk around us in all their naked 
deformity, — when rebellion is proclaimed aloud as the only public 
virtue, and loyalty is openly denounced as a pestilent evil, — in 
a word, when anarchy and impiety are audaciously advocated 
against order and religion, — at such a crisis it can not but be 
consolatory to contemplate those enlightened associations, which 



